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without even an umbrella to save appearances. I knew then that
he wanted, not to play Germont, but simply to sing Di pro-
venza. However, to do him justice, he did not treat the part with
utter frivolity. He came in rudely with his hat on; and when he
found that Violetta had a noble soul, he took the hat off, like a
gentleman, and put it on a chair. I instantly foresaw that Albani,
when next overcome by emotion, would sit on it. So breathless
became my anticipation that I could hardly attend to the inter-
vening duet. At last she did sit on it; and never would that hat
have graced Maurel's temples again if it had been historically
accurate. This, then, I presume, is the explanation of the ana-
chronism on Maurel's part Albani must have refused to give up
the business of sitting on Germont's hat, thereby forcing him
to adopt one that would bend but not break under an exceptional
pressure of circumstances. But the, effect on Maurel was finally
disastrous. In the fourth act his determination to take himself
seriously faltered several times; and at last his tendency to laugh
when he caught anybody's eye became patent. Montariol, the
most amiable of tenors and swordsmen, did his best with Alfredo,
and even brought down the house by an unexpected burst of
vocal splendor in the third act.

La Traviata was followed up by Rigoletto on Wednesday; but
my stall reached me too late for use. No doubt MaurePs Rigo-
letto is what it was last winter in Lago's time. It was then suffici-
ently powerful and interesting. The management, having thus
produced two startling novelties, fell back for the further spring
of getting out Le Prophete last Monday. I see that Jean de
Reszke has explained that he cannot master Siegfried in time for
performance this season. It is a pity; for one would rather see him
swinging the sledge-hammer and making the sparks fly in
Mime's stithy, or conversing with the wood-bird in Fafnir's
forest, or waking Brynhild on the fiery mountain, than shouting
that detestable and dishonorable drinking song in the last act of
the most conventional of the historical impostures of Scribe and
Meyerbeer. He might at least play Tannhauser once for us before
the end of the season. The music must be pretty well known to
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